i8o                          FOOTSLOGGER

the detail of the fighting in October, November, and December
around the Flers line and in the trenches named Hazy, Brimstone,
Angostura and Bitters. The lowering sunless sides and the
torrents of rain, the extreme difficulty of getting back wounded
across the ground on which it was almost impossible for an
armed man to move himself, let alone carry a wounded comrade,
the heavy casualties incurred, and the difficulties of supporting
even life itself, I shall never forget. The horror of the day spent
in shallow, waterlogged trenches under unceasing fire was even
surpassed at night when the full fury of the German guns was let
loose.

I literally wept with anguish when a gunner returning from
one of my posts informed me that two of my sergeants, survivors
from the beginning, and a man had completely disappeared.
I searched for them the whole night, and again the following
evening, it being impossible by day even to raise one's head.
But I could find nothing. Finally we identified a leg, and one
of his section swore that this was the leg of Sergeant McGlcllan.
He recognized the lacing of the boot. I wrote to the lad's
mother ; and it was not until after the War that I learned that
he had been wounded, and crawling in the wrong direction had
been captured and taken prisoner. Men disappeared into the
night: one knows not to this day their fate, whether destroyed
by shell-fire or swallowed up in the yawning shell-holes, stifled
with mud and water, gripped and paralysed with cold and
wounds.

The sole duckboard track was broken up or sunken beneath
the oozing surface of the ground. Boots were torn from the feet
of men held fast in the octopus grip of the mud. Exhaustion
became a plague. Horses and mules remained to die stuck fast
in their tracks. Wagons were abandoned and became the sport
of shells. Lieutenant Bennett of the Worcestcrs gained a Victoria
Cross for struggling forward a few hundred yards, and with his
company squatting like ducks in the mud. No man ever more
richly deserved it.

Immediately following our joyful Christmas, we returned to
the line, taking over from the i7th French Division. General
Lancrenon occupied a P.G., surrounded by his dead, and he left
behind him, not only good maps and plans, but also " a warning
concerning a mysterious dog which visited a cellar in Clery full
of dead Boches, and a complete telephone exchange," used by
the dog or Boches (?). We never discovered which* I had